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Summary: (Flameshipping.) Finally back home in Vale, 
Garet and Jenna remember the past..... 


*Chapter 1*: Nostalgia 


ME: Hi, everybody! Yes, the one-shot mini series of sorts 
continues again...with the last of my italic-happy little 
ficcies. Well, | think it's the last anyway...much 
Flameshipper-ness ahead folks! 


DISCLAIMER: I'M POOR AND I OWN NOTHING. SO DON'T 
SUE! 


ME: Right-o. Now, a quick warning, this is by the far the 
Sappiest thing I've written in ages, so if it's rubbish, uhh, 
blame the sap! It attacked me from nowhere, | swear... 


HHHHHHHHHFHFHHFHHFHFHFHRFEREHREE 
HHHHHHHHHHFHFHFHFHFHEE 


They've been here for such a very long time. 


Perhaps an eternity, if the moon didn't move and the sky 
never changed from night to day. They could have had 
eternity. Maybe. 


But they don't, not really. After all, there's no bringing down 
the moon, no fighting the day. Because time doesn't slow 
and the world can't stop just so they could have their stars 
and their moonlight. 


And the stars are so wonderful, out here. 


They sit, like they always used to, on the hill. With a bottle 
of whiskey that this time they bought themselves. And they 
don't really like the whiskey, but when they were young they 
did it to be wild and now they're old it's just become 
nostalgia. Just like everything else. 


Twenty-one. 


And they used to be seventeen, a long time ago. The last 
time they were home, the last time they drank whiskey they 
didn't like under a midnight shower of diamonds. The stars 
used to shine here. 


She remembers now too, remembers just why she loves it up 
here so much. And maybe it's just the stars, but then maybe 
not. So she takes another drink of the whiskey, trying to 
ignore the taste, and moves so her head can rest on his 
shoulder. Then she'll close her eyes and try to forget what 
she is, and remember who she is. 


And they're two completely separate things, somehow. 
Because it's all a different world now, and she can't find out 
where she belongs. So perhaps, perhaps she doesn't belong 
at all. 


It's a depressing feeling. But he shakes his head and tells 
her that she belongs with him. Always. So he takes a long 
drink and closes his eyes too, just for a second, and when 
they open again they're full of stars. 


Shooting stars. 


That's what they are, perhaps. Dying stars. And they can 
shine, they can fade, and Gods, they can //ve. Sitting up 
here drinking and living and being in love. 


Last time they weren't in love. Honest. 
And this time it's still only nosta/gia. 


But don't you know, it's still feels like magic. 


And the magic won't fade, won't die, even if they do. Even if 
they've already gone. His words. And don't you know, now 
they sound so damn phoney. Even if every single thing he 
says tonight is true. 


She doesn't care though, and she'll burn away in his words 
and his arms purely because there's no place else she'd 
want to be. Her words. And don't they just feel so false now 
too. 


Maybe because she's just not a romancer at heart, and 
neither is he. 


But honestly, neither of them really cares. So long as they've 
got the stars to watch, and the bottle of whiskey that they 
don't really like but that this time they bought themselves. 
And it's not their eternity, but it's damn close enough. 


So they stay. 
And the sky turns from night to day. 


HHHHHHHHHHFHFHFHRHFHFHFHFEREHRE# 
HHHHHHHHHHFHFHFHFHFHE# 


ME: Well, there you have it, folks. Proof positive that | can't 
write decent, proper romance to save myself...heh, oh well. 
Review it anyway, will ya? 


